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TheTrageche of^ingLear. 


A moftToad-fpottedTrairor. Say thou no. 

This Sword,chis arme.and my beft fpirits arc bent 
Toproue vpon thy heart,whereto I fpeakc. 

Thou lyeft. 

Baft. Inwifcdome I (houldaske thy name. 

But fince thy out-fide lookes To faire and Warlike, 

And that chy ronguc(t'ome lay) of breeding breathes, 
What fsfe,and nicely 1 might weli delay. 

By rule of Knight-hood, 1 difdaineandlpiirnc.* 

Bsckedo ItoffcchefeTreafonscothy head. 

With the hell-hated Lye.ore-whelmcthy heart, 
Which for they yet glance by,and lcarcly bruile. 

This Sword of mine (hall giue them inftant wav, 

Where they (hall reft for cuer. Trumpets fpeakc. 

Alb. Sauchim.faue him. Alarums. Tights . 
Gou, This is praciife Glofter, 

By th’iaw of Warre,thou waft not bound toanfwer 
An vnknownc oppolite.-thou art not vanquish'd, 

| But cozend,and beguild. 

J Alb. Shut your mouth Dame, 

Or with this paper (hall I ftop it: hold Sir, 

Thou worfe then any name.reade thine owne cuill: 

No tearing Lady,I pcrceiue you know it. 

Con. Say ifl do,the l awes are mine not thine. 

Who can araigne roe for’t ? Exit. 

Alb. Moft monftrous! O.know’ft thou this paper? 
Baft. Aske me not what 1 know. 

Alb. Go after her,(he’s defperate,goucrne her. 

Baft. What you haue charg’d me with. 

That haue I done. 

And more.much more,the time will bring ir out. 

’Tis paft.and fo am I: But what arc thou 
That haft this Fortune or. me ? If thou'rc Noble, 

I doforgiue thee, 

Edg. Let’s exchange charity: 

I am no lefle in blood then thou art Edmond, 

If more, the more th’haft wrong’d me. 

My name is Edgar and thy Fathers Sonne, 

The Gods are iuft.and of our pleafanc vices 
Make inftruments to plague vs: 

The darkcand vitious place where thee he got, 

Coft him his eyes. 

Baft. Th’haft fpoken right/tistrue, 

The Wheele is come full circle,I am hecrc. 

Alb. Me thought thy very gate did prophetic 
A Royal 1 NoblenefTe: 1 mull embrace thee. 

Let forrow fplit my heart,ifeuer I 
Dtd hate thee, or thy father. 

Edg. Worchy Prince I kr.ow’c. 

Alb. Where haue you hid your fclfc ? 

How haue you knowne the mileric* of your Father? 

Sdg. By mirfing them my Lord. Lift a breefe tale. 
And when ’tis cold.O t hat my heart would burft. 

The bloody proclamation to efcape 

That follow’d me fo necre,(0 our Hues fweetnelTe, 

That we the paine of death would hourely dye. 

Rather then die at once)tatight me to Ihifc 
I nto a inad-mans rags.t’aflumc a fcmblance 
That very Dogges difdairi’d : and in this habit 
Met I my Father With his bleeding Rings , 

Their precio'Ut Stones new lolbbecamc his guide, 
Ledhim.begg’d for him,fau’d him from difpairc.- 
Ncuer(0 fiulfjreueal’d my felfe vnto him, 

Vntill fomc halfe hourc paft when I was arm’d. 

Not fure,though hqping ofthis good fucceffe, 
i ask’d hts blcffing.and from firft to laft 


Told him our pilgrimage. But hisflavv^hT" 

( Alacke too wcake the confha to fupp 0r f * rt 
Twist two extremes ofpaflion,iov ami J r 
Burft fmilingly. 7 Ggrecfe > 

BaTi. This fpeech ofyourshathmou’d m 
And lhall perchance do good.but fpeakc you’ 
You looke as you bad fomething more to fa 
Alb. If there be more,more woful] hoi/* • 
Forlamalmoftreadytodiflolue, V ltln - 
Hearing ofthis. 


on. 


I 


Enter a Gentleman. 

Gen. Hclpe,helpc: O hclpe. 

Edg. What kindc of hclpe ? 

Alb. Speakeman. 

Edg. What mcanes this bloody Knift ? 
•s4lb. Who dead ? Speake man. 

gen. Your Lady Sir.your Lady; and her Sifter 

By her is poyfon’d : Ihe confeffes ir. 

Baft. I was contraded to them both.all thr« 
Now marry in an inftant. 
idg. Here comes Kent, 


enter Kent. 


Alb. Produce the bodies.be they aliue or dead • 
T ,. . , GonehHandKegans bodiesbrmhu* 

This lodgement of the Heaucns that makes vs tremble 
Touchcsvsnot with pitty ; 0,isthishc? ’ 

The time will not allow the complement 
Which very manners uges. 

Kent, lam come 

To bid my King and Maflcr aye good night. 

Is he not here? 

Alb. Great thing of vs forgot, 

Speake Ed««»d,wherc’s theKmgi’and where’s' Cordtln] 
Seeft thou this obiedlJfew? 

Kent. Alacke,why thus ? 

Baft. Yet Edmund was belou’d: 

The one the other poifon d for my fake. 

And after flew herleife.s 

Alb. Euen fo.-coucr their faces. 


Baft. Ipanc for life : fome good I meanetodo 
Ddpight of mine owne Nature. Quickly fend, 
(Bcbriefein it) to’th'Caftlc ; for my Writ 
Is on the life ofZ-o*r,and on Cordelia : 
Nay,fendintime. 

Alb. Run,run,Orun. 

Edg. To who my Lord ? Who ha’s the Office? 
Send thy token of rep recue. 

Ban. Well thought on,take my Sword, 

Giue it the Captaine. 

Edg. Haft thee for thy life. 

Baft. He hath Commiftion from thy Wife and me, 
To hang Ctrdelia in theprifon,and 
To lay the blame vpon her owne difpairc. 

That flic for-did her fclfc. 

Alb. The Gods defend her,beare him hence awhile. 


Enter Lear with Ctrdelia in hts armes. 
Lft*r.Howle,howlc,howle: O your are men of ftones, 
Had I your tongues and eycs.ll’d vfe them fo. 

That Hcauens vault Ihould crack: Ihe’s gone for euer. 

I know when one is dead,and when one Hues, 

She’s dead as earth :Lend me a Looking-glaffe, 
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fthat her breath will mift or ftaine the ftone, 

Aftiy then Ihe Hues. 

Kent. Is this the promis’d end f 
£dg. Or image of that horror. 

Jib. Fall and ceafe. 

lear. This feather ftirs,(heliues:ifit be fo, 
j t is a c hance which do’s redeeme all forrowes 
That euer I haue felt. 
font. Omy good M after. 
lear. Prytheeaway. 

£dr. ’Tis Noble Kent your Friend. 
lear. A plague vpon you Murderors.Traitors all, 
lm ighthaue fau’d her,now flic’s gone forcuer: 
fardelia Cordelia, ft ay a little. Ha: 

«rhac is t thou faift ? Her voice was euer fofc, 
r e ntle,and low.an excellent thing in woman, 
lull'd the Slaue that was a hanging thee. 

Qent. ’Tis true (my Lords)’nedid. 
lear. Did I not fellow? 
j haue feene the day, with my good bitingFaulchion 
would haue made him skip : 1 am old now. 

And thefe fame crolfcs fpoile me. Who arc you ? 

Kline eyes are not o’th'bcft,lle tell you flraight. 

Kent. If Fortune brag of two,flic lou’d and hated, 

Oneofthcm we behold. 

Lear. This is a dull figb t ,are you not Kent ? 

Kent. The fame : your Seruant Kent, 

Where is your Seruant Cairn i 

lear. He’s a good fellow,I can tell you that, 

Hc’le ftrike and quickly too,he’s dead and rotten. 

Kent. No my good Lord,I am the very man. 

Lear, lie fee that ftraight. 

Kent. That from your firft of difference and decay, 
Haue follow’d your fad fteps. 

Lear. Your are welcome hither. 

Kent. Nor no tnanclfe: 

All’s cheerlefle.darke.and deadly. 

Your cldeft Daughters haue fore-done themfelues. 
And defperatcly are dead 
Lear. Ifolthinke. 

Alb. Hekno wes not what he faies.and vaine is it 


That we prefent vs to him. 


I 


Enter a Mejfeager. 

Edg. Very bootlefle. 

<JWef. Edmund is dead my Lord. 

Alb. That’s but a trifle heere: 

You Lords and Noble Friends.know our intent,' 

What comfort to this great decay may come. 

Shall be applied. For vs we will refigne. 

During the life of this old Maicfty 

To him our abfolute power, you to your rights, 

With boote,and fuch addition as your Honours 
Haue more then merited. All Friends ftiall 
Tafte the wages of their veituc.and all Foes 
The cup of their deferuings : O fce.fce. 

Lear. And my poore Foolc is bang’d; no,no,nolifc? 
Why fhould a Dog,a Horfe.a Rat haue life. 

And thou no breath at all ? Thou’lt come no more, 
Neuer,neuer,neuer,neuer,neuer. 

Pray you vndo this Button. Tbankc you Sir, 

Do you fee tnis? Lookc on her? Lookc her lips, 

Looke there,looke there# Hedies. 

Edg. Hefaints.my Lord,my Lord. 

Kent . Breake heart, I pry thee breake. 

Edg. Looke vp my Lord. 

Kent. Vex not his ghoft,0 let him pafle,he hates him. 
That would vpon the wracke ofthis tough world 
Stretch him out longer. 

Edg. He is gon indeed. 

Kent. The wonder is, he hath endur’d fo long. 

He but vfurpt his life. 

Aib. Bearc them from hence.our prefent bulinefle 
Is generall woe : Friends of my loulc, you twaine. 

Rule in this Realme,and the gor’d ffatc fuftaine. 

Kent. I haue a iourney Sir.fhortly to go. 

My Mafter calls me,I muft noc fay no. 

Edg. The waight of this fad time we muft obey, 
Speake what we fccle,not what wc ought to fay: 

The oldeft hath borne moft,we that are yong. 

Shall neucr fee fo much, nor Hue fo long. 

Exeunt with a dead March. 
ff 3 
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